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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  following  piece  was  planned  and  com- 
pofed  in  lefs  than  nine  hours,  and  read 
before  a  felefl  audience,  on  a  particular  occafion, 
and  at  fome  certain  perfons  particular  requeft, 
with  great  applaufe  ;  but  that  fuch  applaufe  was 
not  extorted  by  its  intrinfic  merit,  the  perufal  of  it 

will,  I  believe,  evidently  demonftrate. 

% 

Indeed  I  have  fince  much  wondered,  how  fo 
unfiniihed  a  work  could  be  well  received,  and 
can  account  for  it  no  otherwife,  but  in  the  in¬ 
finite  fuperiority  of  the  orator  over  the  tran- 
fcriber  (for  an  author  he  does  not  pretend  to  be.) 


But  though,  to  alledge  the  brevity  of  time  in 
which  a  work  was  written,  may  be  allowable  in 
an  orator,  efpecially  if  obliged  to  prepare  it  at  a 
Ihort  limited  time,  yet  it  is  no  excufe  for  the 
tranfcriber  to  make  to  the  public,  who  may 
juftly  demand  on  fuch  an  occafion,  as  honed: 
Montaigne  (I  think  it  was)  did.  “  Then  why  the 
«  d — 1  did  not  he  take  longer  time  to  write  it  ?” 
The  tranfcriber  of  this  little  piece  therefore,  will 
not  endeavour  any,  as  he  has  neither  leifure  nor 

inch  - 
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inclination  for  it.  Such  as  it  is,  he  fubmits  it 
to  the  public  perufal,  and  critics  cenfure  ;  but 
doubts  not  the  judicious  and  candid,  whom  it  is 
an  honour  to  pleafe,  will  conlider  the  fcope  and 
tendency  ol  his  work,  inftead  of  turning  word- 
< atckers  on  fyllables  ;  and  weigh  the  integrity  of 
his  defign,  againft  his  feeble  execution. 

If  it  ihould  be  objedted  that  the  ghoft’s  fpeech 
in  fome  places  is  not  matter  of  fadt,  or  that  it  is 
too  bold  in  others,  he  anfwers,  that  he  inveighs 
only  againft  vice  and  bad  men  in  general ;  and 
therefore,  if  any  one  chufes  to  adopt  fuch  character, 
much  good  may  it  do  him  j  nor  indeed  does  he 
look  upon  himfelf,  as  refponfible  for  what  the 
ghoft  has  faid  :  for  if  a  gholt,  when  favouring  a 
mortal  with  a  vifit,  will  take  it  in  his  head  to 
turn  fatirijl,  it  is  not  the  tranlcriber’s  fault,  but 
the  ghoft’s,  and  therefore  the  ghoft  only  Ihould 
be  accountable  for  it. 


V  E  R. 


r*ar  <r  :  "  ,  * 
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VERNON’s  Ghost. 


ON  VERSE  with  the  dead  is  cne  of 
the  moil  delightful,  as  well  as  in- 
ftru&ive  employments,  that  the  hu¬ 
man  mind  can  be  engaged  in  •,  and 
none  but  thofe  who  enjoy  it,  can  tafte  or  know 
its  fweets.  For  my  part,  I  had  always  an  a. 
dent  defire  for  it,  and  fo  predominant  was  this 
pafiion,  that  I  was  never  fo  happy  as  when  gra¬ 
tifying  it.  All  opportunities  were  taken  by  me 
to  indulge  it  •,  and,  if  reftrained  by  fome  un- 
furmountable  affair,  from  my  favourite  bufinefs, 
it  is  impoflible  to  deferibe  the  anxiety  I  was  un¬ 
der,  and  the  torture  and  une  aline  is  I  fuifered. 
To  this  infatiable  thirft,  this  longing  after  know¬ 
ledge,  it  is  owing,  that  I  have  frequently  for- 
fook  the  fafhionable  trifling  impertinents,  lO  fly 
to.  my  beloved  dead.  I  have  frequently  leitthe 
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folemn  aflembly  of  venerable  old  coxcombs,  and 
noifv  young  ones,  to  mix  with  the  hallowed  de- 
ceafed.  Nay,  to  fiiew  my  invincible  affection  for 
the  company  of  dumb,  yet  eloquent,  dead  yet 
living  lages,  I  have  even  torn  myfelf  away  from 
the  arms  of  the  fair,  and  abandoned  theexquifite 
delight  of  hearing  and  feeing  thofe  enchanting 
fooleries,  and  delicious  emptineffes,  which  that 
lovely  fex  fo  eminently  poffefs.  Tofpeak  as  in¬ 
telligible  as  I  can  of  this  happy  frame  of  mind, 
and  to  convey  the  cleared:  idea  of  it  to  the  minds 
of  my  readers,  I  mull  obferve,  that  I  have  often 
forfook  the  company  of  a  fprightly  young  fel¬ 
low,  to  converfe  with  an  old-fafhioned  blade  of 
yore.  I  have  left  a  venerable  old  politician,  a 
fecond  Lycurgus ,  in  his  own  opinion,  to  attend 
the  entertaining  difcourfe  of  a  young  antient .  I 
have  flown  away  from  the  controverfial  debates 
of  myftical  divines,  to  join  with  honeft  cocks, 
who  have  carolled  the  praifes  of  wine.  I  havepre- 
ferred  an  honeft  bard  to  a  mitred  bifhop,  a  penny- 
lefs  philofopher  to  a  wealthy  country  ’fquire,  a 
ragged  wit  to  a  fmart  beau,  an  old  Grecian  to 
a  young  Briton,  and  a  deformed  F able -wright  * 
to  a  celebrated  beauty.  In  fhort,  I  have  ever 
laid  down  as  maxims,  and  followed  as  precepts, 
thefe  paradoxical,  yet  certain  truths ;  that  the 

*  ^Efop* 
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living  are  but  dead  companions,  and  the  dead 
iiving  monitors  ;  the  breathing  tiiflers,  dumD 
and  infipid  ideots,  the  living  deceafed,  entertain¬ 
ing;  and  inftrucftive  friends. 

To  indulge  myfelf  in  this  favourite  employ¬ 
ment,  this  laudable  and  innocent  pleafure,  I 
look  upon  as  the  moft  rational  part  I  canpoffioly 
aft ;  and  as  my  inclination  fo  perfectly  agrees 
with  what  I  take  to  be  my  duty,  it  is  no  won¬ 
der  that  I  ihould  frequently  be  occupied  in  it. 
It  would  be  too  tedious  to  defcribe  the  innume¬ 
rable  vifits  of  this  kind  I  have  lately  paid,  but 
as  I  was  very  elegantly  entertained,  in  a  very 
particular  manner,  laft  week,  by  fome  of  my 
deceafed  friends,  I  fhall  now  communicate  it, 
efpecially  as  it  led  me  to  the  fight  of  a  very  cu¬ 
rious  and  marvellous  phenomenon.  The  enter¬ 
tainment  then,  confifted  in  a  feaft  of  the  moft 
voluptuous  kind  with  my  friends,  and  as  I  de¬ 
voured  their  mental  food  with  the  moft  craving 
appetite,  and  it  proved  exquifitely  delicious,  I 
cannot  forbear  mentioning  it.  For  a  mental 
voluptuarift,  as  I  have  been  told,  and  ii  I  am 
not  miftaken,  have  fenfibly  felt,  has  as  much 
pleafure  in  relating  his  elegant  feafts,  as  the 
greateft  corporeal  epicure  has  in  his.  Nay,  in¬ 
finitely  more  •,  for  the  pleafures  of  the  former 

B  ftill 


full  heighten  by  length  of  time,  whereas  tfo 
latter  are  merely  momentary,  and  frequently  at¬ 
tended  with  the  moll  pernicious  conlequences. 
In  relating  a  thing  of  this  fort,  I  have  the  fandion 
of  the  greateft  epicure  in  the  world,  the  great 
Mr.  jT—  n  himfelf,  wliofe  conftant  practice  it  is 
to-  defcribe  his  feafting  with  the  greateft  earneft- 
nefs.  This  gentleman,  to  enjoy  a  more  than 
ufual  delicious  feaft  in  the  moft  delicious  man¬ 
ner  he  can,  will  take  phyfic  two  or  three  times, 
and  totally  abftain  from  all  kind  of  food,  except 
water-gruel  and  green  tea,  to  enable  himfelf  to 
eat  and  drink  the  greater  quantity  of  the  bold 
inviter's  good  things.  Some  of  my  readers,  I 
doubt  not,  will  be  apt  to  exclaim  on  this  paf- 
iage.  Credat  JiuLens  Apella !  non  ego ;  but  I 
allure  them  it  is  ftridly  true.  Nay  more ;  once 
on  a  time,  this  great  little  man  hearing  a  friend 
defcribe  an  excellent  venifon  feaft  he  had  juft 
been  at,  and  being  told  that  the  earth,  air,  and 
ocean,  had  been  ranfacked  for  their  refpedive 
choiceft  produds,  he  was  fo  tranlported  at  the 
thoughts  of  it,  fo  greatly  regretted  his  own  un- 
happinefs  in  not  being  there,  yet  fo  vaftly  d.e- 
fi rous  to  enjoy  the  fumes  of  it,  that  he  defired 
his  friend  to  - - .  Pardon  me,  gentle  rea¬ 

ders  !  the  expreffion  will  fully  the  paper,  and 
naufeate  a  puny  ftomach  5  yet,  to  convey  fome 

idea 
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,dea  of  Mr.  &-’s  ftrange  requeft  to  you,  he  tie- 
fired  his  friend  to  convey  the  fmell  of  the  dainties 
he  had  been  feeding  on,  in  the  beft  manner  he 
could,  and  wide  opened  his  mouth  to  receive  the 
much  wanted  fragrance.  The  reaion  of  my 
mentioning  this  curious  anecdote  is  fo  obvious, 
that  it  will  explain  itfelf.  I  know,  indeed,  that 
ill  precedents  fhould  not  be  followed,  though  fep 
by  crowned  heads :  but,  as  the  entertainment 
.1  received  was  not  of  an  offenfive  nature,  but 
merely  intelledtual  food,  and  what  Cicero  men  • 
tions  of  a  great  man’s  feaft,  “  pleafe  the  day  after 
“  it  is  given,”  I  apprehend  it  ought  not  to  be  under 
the  reftriftions  in  relating,  of  the  groffer  modern 
feafts,  which  are  the  delight  of  our  modern  epi¬ 
cures,  who  infinitely  prefer  thefe  fubftantial  ones 
to  the  other  unfubjlantial ones,  as  they  term  them. 
The  gentlemen  of  this  clafs  unanimoufly.  agree, 

that 

it  "While  Englijh gold  from  France  its  cun  ct  bt  mg-  < 
“  Drink  thofe  who  like  ’em  of  Cajlalian  iptings. 
<c  From  hell  or  Paris,  let  a  cook  be  found, 

<4  Can  in  a  dinner  fink  ten  thoufand  pound  ■, 

“  Wafte  flefh  enough  to  viftual  out  our  navy. 
An  hundred  hams  for  half  a  pint  ol  gravy  v 
Let  tongues  of  carp,  and  fhallow  woodcock  s 

brains. 

With  coft  collected,  be  difguis  d  with  pains , 
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Ravage  the  earth ,  the  ocean, ,  and  the  air, 
hor  all  that  moll  expenfively  is  rare  ; 

“  With  fuch  (their  cry)  let  folks  but 

fee  us, 

41  And  fup  who  will  with  Dido  and  Mneas." 


1  he  day  then  which  gave  me  fo  much  plea- 
and  occafioned  the  moft  extraordinary  in¬ 
cident  in  my  life,  I  fpent  with  fome  of  my  bed 
friends  ;  and  it  was  in  this  wife.  I  rofe  earh 
rrom  my  bed,  and  broke  my  fait  with  Homer ,  in 
a  very  elegant  manner.  I  dined  on  the  choice!! 
products  of  art  and  nature  with  Cicero.  And. 

dinner,  I  took  a  walk  to  Helicon ,  and  drank 
jCme  ''lS  pureft  liquors.  I  flipped  on  the  con- 
folatorv  difhes  of  Plutarch ,  and  after  walking  a 
turn  or  two  in  the  Milky  Way ,  I  called  upon  my 
old  friend  Horace ,  and  drank  a  large  quantity 
of  his  belt  Falernian  wine,  neat  as  imported.  But 
as  he  was  too  generous  of  it  *,  I  muft  needs  own. 


W  hat  1S  meant  by  this  exprcffion  is,  that  Horace  defsribes 
good  eating  and.  much  drinking  too  frequently  in  his  works ; 
us  if  we  were  born  for  no  other  purpofe  but  to  eat  and  drink. 


See  Lib.  IV.  Od.  2.  Ad  Virgilium. 

Jam  veris  comites— - 

- Nardo  vina  merebere. 

Lib.  I.  Od.  7.  Ad  Plancum. 

Mecum  faepeviri,  nunc  Vino  pellite  curas. 

Lpod.  Od.  2.  Eeatus  ille- _ _ _ 

Vel  Hcedus  ereptus  lupo. 

char 
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that  I  fwallowed  too  much,  and  as  my  head  is 
the  weakeft  member  I  have,  it  is  no  wonder,  it 
Ihould  expel  my  fenfes. 

After  leaving  my  friend  then,  and  in  order  to 
fober  me  again ,  I  refolved  to  follow  Mr.  Pope\ 

advice,  by  taking  a  large  draught  of  Pierian 
liquor  prepared  by  a  modern  hand.  This  may 
appear  a  Arrange  method  of  bringing  one’s  felf 
to  a  ftate  of  fooriety,  to  thofe  unacquainted  with 
and  unexperienced  in  it,  but  it  is  a  very  good, 
one.  1  tried  it,  and  it  had  the  defired  effect. 
My  inebriation  had  quite  left  me ;  but  as  the 
fons  of  PEfculapius  fay,  the  driving  out  one 
diforder  makes  room  for  another,  fo  I  found 
myfelf  fo  full  of,  and  fo  Wrapped  up  in  my  fub- 
je6t,  that  I  could  not  for  the  life  of  me  put  it 
out  of  my  head  ;  nor  indeed  did  I  defire  it.  For 
who  is  there  that  is  tired  of  thinking  on  our  late 
glorious  Vernon  ?  For  it  was  a  poem  on  his  noble 
actions  that  I  had  been  greedily  devouring,  even 
till  the  folemn  clock  had  (truck  one. 

And  now  the  time  for  Bedforafloire  drew  on  ; 

“  And  now  the  cloyfter’d  bat  had  ta’en  her  flight 
And  to  black  Hecate* s  fummons 
The  (hard- born  beetle  with  his  drowfy  hunt 
T  Flad  rung  night’s  yawning  peal”— 


When 
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When  going  to  extinguifh  my  candle,  and  fee¬ 
ing  the  alteration  of  the  colour  of  its  flame,  I 
could  not  help  faying, 

“  How  blue  this  taper  burns  !” 

When  lo !  looking  accidentally  in  the  room,  I 
was  as  one  thunderftruck.  A  figure  clad  in 
fcarlet,  with  a  truncheon  in  his  hand,  with  looks 
ereft,  and  bold  demeanour,  prefented  itfelf. 
An  awful  being  from  the  invifible  realms  burft 
into  my  apartment  *  A  fpirit  paired  before  my 
-face.  Aftonilhmerit  leized  me.  IVfy  bones  fhi- 
vered  within  me.  My  flelh  trembled  all  over 
me.  My  lips  quaked.  My  month  opened.  My 
hands  expanded.  My  knees  knocked  together. 

“  My  blood  grew  chilly,  and  I  froze  with  hor- 
«  ror,»  Sudden  and  unexpected  was  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  the  phantom  •,  but  not  fuch  its  depar¬ 
ture.  It  flood  ftill,  to  prefent  itfelf  mom  fully 
to  my  view.  It  made  a  folemn  paufe,  as  if  pre¬ 
paring  my  mind  for  fome  momentous  meflage, 
O  how  opprefled  with  fear,  and  rivetted  with 
awe  was  I !— But  collecting  all  my  flattered  fpirits, 
re-inthroning  my  depofed  reafon,  and  calling  my 
mtmojl  refolution  to  my  aid,  I  fatntly  pro- 
nounced, 

*c  What  would  tby  gracious  figure  ? 

*  Vid,  Mr.  Harvey's  Contemplations  on  the  Night,  p-  /4* 

After 
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After  which  a  voice  was  heard.  A  voice,  for 
the  importance  of  its  meaning,  worthy  to  be- 
had  in  everiafting  remembrance ;  for  the  fo- 
lemnity  of  its  delivery,  enough  to  alarm  a  heart 
of  ftone.  It  j poke ,  and  this  was  the  PURPORT 
of  its  words. 

“  I  am  great  Vernon’s  ghoft ; 

“  Doom'd  for  a  certain  time  to  walk  the  earth. 
And  for  the  day,  confin’d  to  faft  in  fires, 

* c  Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  days  of  youth 
“  Are  burnt  away.  And  but  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fecrets  of  my  prifon-houfe, 

I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whofe  lighted  word 
*c  Would  harrow  up  thy  foul,  freeze  thy  young 
blood. 

Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  ftars,  dart  from  their 
fpheres, 

1  hy  knotty  and  combined  locks  to  part 
“  And  each  particular  hair  to  (land  an  end 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine  -9 
“  But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 
46  To  ears  of  fiefh  and  blood :  lift  then  !  oh  lift  f” 

II  e  er  thou  didft  the  Britifh  name  regard, 

If  Vernon's  fame  e’er  warm’d  thy  youthful  bread, 
Or  Vernon’s  courage  ever  fir’d  thy  foul, 

O  !  then  proclaim  his  rifing  from  the  grave. 
Where  his  poor  bones  were  quietly  intcrr’d, 
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T o  found,  (oh  hateful  tafle ! )  Old  England  s 
Old  England ,  that  was  erft  the  world’s  juft  pride  ! 
The  feat  of  honour !  the  fix’d  throne  of  truth ! 

Fair  virtue’s  friend,  and  glory’s  brighteft  fhield  ! 
Celeftial  freedom’s  guardian  and  fupport ! 

The  nurfe  of  heroes,  and  delight  of  gods  ! 

But  ah!  how  chang’d!  how  fall’n  from  thy 
heigh th  ! 

Thy  tow’ring  heighth  of  fplendor  and  renown ! 
How  diff ’rent  to  thy  once  triumphant  ftate  ! 

And  what  a  mournful  contrail  doll  thou  Ihew  ! 
Thy  honour  now  is  funk  into  the  duft  ; 

Thy  godlike  virtue  chang’d  to  blackeft  vice, 

Thy  grandeur  metamorphos’d  into  ihame  ; 

Thy  noble  courage  funk  to  pale-ey  d  feai  ; 

Thy  freedom,  godlike  lound  !  at  its  lair  gafp  • 
And  Ihame  to  think,  and  torture  to  pronounce. 
Thy  naval  glory  by  thy  fons  betray  d, 

Betray’d  to  infamy,  contempt,  and  Ihame  : 

The  Ihame  of* villains,  and  contempt  of  fools 
The  fcorn  of  cowards,  and  the  jeft  of  Haves; 
The  jeft  of  Gallic  flaves,  who  from  thy  ruin 
Ereft  a  fuperftructure,  to  affright 
The  trembling  world,  and  awe  mod  drftant 

realms. 

From  thy  fad  fall  proud  Gallia  builds  her  fame  . 

And  as  th’induftrious  bee  extracts  the  fweets 

From 
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From  diff ’rent  flow’rs ;  fo  from  each  nation, 
France 

Culls  forth  its  choicefl  treafures,  to  adorn 
Her  new-rais’d  glory,  and  to  blefs  her  friends. 
A  condud  that  extorts  from  foes  applaufe  ! 


But  fee  the  fad  reverfe  in  Britain's  i(le  ! 

Behold  the  Britijh  lion  is  inchain’d  ! 

Inchain’d  !  by  whom  ?— Not  by  his  foes  but 
friends  s 

Or  rather  fay,  by  his  domejtic  foes . 

Oh  melancholy  thought !  oh  dreadful  fight ! 
England  that  erft  reveng’d  each  lawlefs  ad, 

That  punifti’d  and  redrefs’d  where  juftice  call’d, 


Each  injur’d  realm’s  afylum  and  refort, 

The  friend  of  truth,  and  terror  of  the  guilty. 

Is  now  become  the  lau^hin0*-  flock  of  all. 

tD  O 

She  leaves  religion  to  great  Frederick's  care. 
Content  to  let  the  godlike  hero  fight 
For  juftice,  freedom,  liberty  and  laws. 

While  fhe  inadive  (lands  and  views  the  ftrife. 
But  fee  each  Britijh  heart  elate  with  hope  ! 

Upon  each  dimpled  cheek  fee  joy  refide! 

And  floods  of  gladnefs  deluge  ev’ry  foul. 

Hear  triumphs,  vid’ries,  ev’ry  where  proclaim’d, 
men,  boys,  girls,  maids,  widows,  wives  and 


By 


wh — s. 
Have  Britons 
foes  ? 


conquer’d  then  their  treach’rous 


.!■  ■ 


■  '  - 

■■  :  ■■  ... 

<-  .i  ■  ■  -  ■' 


1  («k 


'  ’PT.'f-"'-  -  ■  i  j 


V.  ;* 

/  '  * 

M  •; 'd 
.  ' 


[  i.9  ] 

Has  fruitful  commerce  rear’d  her  drooping  head  ? 
Do  liberty  and  freedom  now  rejoice. 

And  triumph  in  their  guardians,  patriots,  friends? 
Is  Gaul  now  humbled  by  the  Britijh  arms, 

And  peace  and  virtue  by  its  fall  reftor’d  ? 

Alas  !  not  fo.  “  But  PruJJia* s  patriot  king 
“  Has  gain’d  a  battle  o’er  confed’rate  foes.” 
Britons  could  once  proclaim  their  own  great  deeds. 
When  hofts  embattled  fought  their  country’s  ruin. 
When  vail  armadoes  plough’d  the  watry  main. 
And  pow’rs  united  fill’d  the  martial  field. 

Then  Britijh  courage  glow’d  in  every  foul ; 

Then  Britons  pour’d  deftrudtion  on  their  foes. 
And  with  the  fanguine  torrent  dy’d  the  plain. 

*  -  '  -  V 

Britons  could  once  too  lead  their  own  brave 
troops. 

To  war  and  daughter,  victory  or  death. 

But  now  no  Briton's  found  to  head  their  arms. 

No  godlike  hero  Britain  cm  fend  forth. 

No  leader’s  found  in  Albion's  fteril  ide, 

I  ,  •  r  i 

But  foreign  chiefs  mud  lead  her  troops  to  war. 

Ade  ye  the  caufe  of  this  ?  See  vice  and  fraud, 

See  d — n’d  corrupters,  gamefters,  r - s  and 

'  fools,  ' 

*  ' 


Walk  hand  in  hand  and  lord  it  over  all. 

Behold  the  great  dill  walk  in  vice’s  path, 

And  their  inferiors  fcorn  another  road. 

Oh  Britain !  Britain  !  how  art  thou  deftroy’d  ! 

Deflroy’d 
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■Deftroy’d  by  thofe  who  triumph  in  thy  fall. 
Shame  and  di {honour  ftill  attend  thy  ads, 

Reign  in  thy  councils,  and  purfue  thy  camps* 
Thy  noble  antient  fame  by  me  reftor’d. 

Is  now  extind  and  loft.  Rank  cowards  fit 
And  lord  it  in  the  feat  of  honour's  fons. 

Who  when  their  country  call’d  would  nobly  ad, 
Rufii  to  the  fight  and  fly  upon  the  foe. 

The  flaves  of  vice  ufurp  fair  virtue’s  throne. 
Great  villains  fatten  while  the  lefs  ones  ftarve* 
Injuftice  ftalks  at  large,  contention  reigns, 

And  antient  chaos  is  return’d  again. 

A  fcene  fo  dreadful  who  can  calmly  fee  ? 

A  fcene  fo  dreadful  who  can  calmly  hear? 

A  fcene  fo  fad,  what  Briton  does  not  feel  ? 
Already  had  this  dreadful  horrid  fcene. 

So  fraught  with  poifon,  mifery  and  woe, 
Determin’d  me  to  vifit  Albion's  ifle, 

To  fee  if  any  virtue  ftilL  remain’d. 

Among  the  reiids  of  her  haplefs  fons  ; 

But  when  (oh  hated  name,  and  utmofc  pain  to 
fpeak  ! 

Mifery  moft  poignant,  pain  oh  how  acute  !) 
The  ferret  expedition  was  the  theme 
Of  ev’ry  pen  and  fubjed  of  each  tongue  * 

When  ev’ry  Briton  blefs’d  the  great  defign, 

And  thought  their  country  would  at  length  be 
freed 
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From  all  her  load  of  complicated  woe  ; 

When  this  hard  labour  only  form’d  a  moufe * 

A  little  moufe  t’  excite  all  nation’s  mirth, 

I  found  it  hard  to  reft  within  my  tomb  ; 

But  when  the  acftors  of  this  bloodlefs  fcene , 
Return’d  in  fafety  to  their  native  land 
Uninjur’d,  unmolefted,  nay  fcarce  blam’d, 
’Twas  then  my  facred  bones,  inclos’d  inearth. 
Quick  broke  their  cearments, cc  and  the  fepulchre 
“  Then  open’d  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws 
“  To  fet  me  forth  again.”  For  oh  !  ’twas  this, 
5Twas  this  alone  could  rouze  me  from  my  grave, 
5Twas  only  this  could  force  me  from  my  bed 
Where  I  in  filence  flept.  And  now  Pm  come 
To  warn  Britannia  to  revenge  her  wrongs. 
Already  proud,  ambitious,  treach’rous  France 
“  Has  ravag’d  more  than  half  the  globe,  and  fees 
Mankind  grown  thin  by  her  deftructive  fword, 
46  Should  fhe  go  further,  numbers  would  be 
wanting, 

“  To  form  new  battles,  and  fupport  her  crimes.” 
Rouze  then  ye  Britons  from  your  bed  of  floth  ! 
Rouzeand  revenge  yourinjur’d  country's  wrongs. 
3Tis  honour  calls,  ’tis  freedom  now  exhorts, 
And  godlike  liberty  is  now  at  ftake. 

Point  then  your  hollow  engines  tow’rds  the  foe; 
Gird  on  your  falchions,  rear  the  glitt’ring  fpear, 

And  let  the  trumpets  clangour  found  revenge. 

Re- 
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Revenge  !  revenge !  the  much-wrong’d  merchant 
cries  ; 

Revenge  now  fparkles  from  our  fair  ones  eyes  j 
Revenge  is  loudly  threatned  by  each  friend 
Of  liberty  and  Britain .  But  behold, 

Behold  (oh  hateful  objeft,  baneful  view) 

While  the  ftout  tar  now  longing  for  the  fight. 
Now  waiting  for  the  thund’ring  cannon’s  roar. 
Now  panting  for  the  pleafing  dreadful  concert. 
And  only  waiting  for  the  welcome  words 
"To  arms ,  to  arms .  “  Confult  your  fafety  lads, 
“Hurt  not  your  monarch’s  fliips,  their  leaders 
cry.” 

More  fhould  I  fpeak  of  Albion's  wretched  ftate. 
More  fhould  I  fpeak  of  her  degen’rate  fons. 

But  lo  !  the  cock  proclaims  th’  approach  of  morn, 
And  fummons  me  away  to  that  dread  place, 

“  From  whofe  fix’d  bourn  no  traveller  returns.” 
Quick  then  declare  my  rifing  from  the  grave, 

T’  infufe  my  courage  in  each  Britijh  heart : 

Tell  them  that  unembodied  beings  feel 
The  happinefs  or  mifery  their  country  feels. 
Proclaim  aloud,  that  if  Britannia's  fons 
Would  fee  their  commerce  fmile,  their  freedom 
laft. 

Their  antient  glory  be  again  reviv’d, 

Jhach  manly  virtue  bloom  with  native  grace, 

And 


And  all  the  filler  arts  adorn  their  ifle, 

They  mull  reform  their  condudt,  and  (till  walk 
In  wifdom  and  in  virtue’s  hallow’d  path. 

The  brave  mull  be  preferr’d  to  honour’s  feat, 
The  honed  mull  prefide  at  wealth’s  great  board. 
The  wife  and  prudent  mud  in  fenate  fit, 

And  virtue  honour’d  tho’  in  homely  garb. 
Cowards  mud  meet  the  fate  which  judice  calls 
for, 

Tho’  heirs  to  thoufands,  or  of  kin  to  kings. 
Knaves  mud  be  hurl’d  from  places  of  high  truft, 
Tho’  fcreen’d  by  power,  or  lov’d  by  royal  blood. 
Ideots  mud  be  expell’d  from  wifdom’s  throne, 
And  yea  and  no  men  mud  be  all  difplac’d. 

All  vice  and  villainy  mud  be  abhorr’d, 

Tho’  gilt  with  riches,  or  with  titles  grac’d. 
cc  And  little  rogues  mud  not  fubmit  to  fate, 

4C  That  great  ones  may  enjoy  the  world  in  date,’3 
But  in  one  firing,  one  drong  and  mighty  firing, 
The  great  and  little  mud  together  lwing. 

And  now  farewell  !  Still  of  poor  Vernon  think 
His  country’s  guardian,  patriot,  lover,  friend. 
While  he  was  living,  thou  admir’d  his  fame. 
Obey’d  his  voice,  and  dill  didfi  fpeak  his  praife. 

Oh  then  remember  what  he  now  has  faid, 

* 

And  carefully  obey  him  now  he’s  dead. 
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Ending  here— the  martial  figure  now  diflolved  ' 
away,  like  ificles  of  fnow  before  the  genial  fun, 
and  left  me  in  a  ftate  of  f acred  terror.  I  could 
fcarce  believe  my  eyes  or  ears ;  and  verily  thought 
I  had  been  in  a  dream,  and  that  it  was  all  a  de- 
lufion  which  lively  fancy  had  brought  to  my 
imagination  :  but  pinching  myfelf  to  know  with 
certainty  whether  it  was  fo  or  not,  I  did  it  fo 
violently,  that  I  roared  out  for  mere  anguifli. 
Convinced  then,  that  it  was  no  work  of  the 
brain,  but  a  real  Ghojl-,  and  the  folemn  injunc¬ 
tion  which  he  concluded  with,  ftill  ringing  in 
my  ears,  I  immediately  tranfcribed  the  fpeech  as 
near  as  I  could  in  his  very  words  ;  though  I  am 
confcious,  I  have  loft  much  of  the  beauty  and 
elegance  of  the  original.  But  if  I  have  mven 
the  true  fenfe  of  it,  tho’  the  ftyle  and  metre  may 
be  a  little  uncouth,  owing  to  my  being  fcrupu- 
loufly,  perhaps  needlefly  exadt,  in  not  fince  alter¬ 
ing  a  fingle  fyllable  of  it,  by  way  of  emenda¬ 
tion,  revifion  or  corredtion,  I  apprehend  I  merit 
fome  thanks,  fince  the  exhortation  he  has  given, 
to  the  people  of  England,  could  proceed  from  no 
one  but  fuch  as  has  their  true  intereft  and  real 
happinefs  at  heart.  But  if  in  fpite  of  reafon  and 
prudence,  in  fpite  of  warning  ghofts,  and  living 
monitors ,  they  will  not  follow  thofe  rules  which 
are  pointed  out  for  their  good,  but  ftill  continue 

wal- 


wallowing  in  wickednefs  and  debauchery,  pro- 
fanenefs  and  villainy,  then  may  we  truly  and  li¬ 
terally  fay,  that  they  are  unhappily  fo  far  aban¬ 
doned,  “  that  they  ivill  not'  reform  and  believe' 
“  though  one  rofe  from  the  dead 
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